I}O()I? J 9 S— Penelope

T . . - . . \' ’
Now is the time to I:uryclcla. ]eccp the maids It's gond that vou've

hide the weapons. taken an interest in such

things. It should have

])l.‘l,‘ll (]()HC long ago.

in their quarters while 1

move Father's arms to the

storeroom. ' ]10)' ve gotten

dark with the smoke.

Father! Where does

that light come from?

The gods provide it. Keep

quiet, and remember that

Now get yourself to bed.

Your mother will want to

question me in the hall.




Are yrou still here? Creepy Gentle lady, your name i lenown tln'uuglmut You spcala wc“, but I know that my
old] man, stop watcl‘ning Achaea, your reputation for wisdom, beauty, beauty has faded, and T am famous
the npaids; g0 outside and and kindness. That being so, | appeal to your now only for my suffering.
cuddle your dinner! mercy — do not make me relive the "
3 ( life b : As for my wnsr.lom, 1 (‘lmugllt
pains of my lite by recounting them 3 .
to trick my unwanted suitors
all for you now. &% ;
by delaying them while 1
wove a shroud for Laertes.
All Llay I'd weave, but at
nigllt Ird piclz out the work by
car lelig]1t. The trick worked
for three years, but then my
maids l)etrayecl me. Now |
fear T'll be forced to marry,

t}\oug}) it is against my will.

You see, we both have miseries Very well, gentlc lady. I

Melantho! A L
o Are you mayd, aplenty. lell me your story, pray it may suffice to tell

insulting my guest? ] ¢
o = u [ stranger, and what you know you that I am from the
knew I was waiting to Go see Euryma- &

e i I 1 / broad land of Crete, where
spualz to him. Get out! chus; [ know he

: 1 | was once a prosperous

is your lover. g
and fortunate man, untll
that cursed cxpeLlition to
Troy. [t was then I first
met O.clysseuc, for he came
to Crete to raise a flect of
s]mips or Agamemnon. I
hosted him for nine (lays,
while sea winds blustered

and I gathered my crews

together to join the

Acllaca n army.

Ellrvn()n]e
. 4 Now, strangger,

If it is so, friend, Lav.ly, let me think

give me some back, for twenty years

;Eua 1:1 tell me wln‘o you
sheepsk
sheepskin are, of w]laht

here for my proo[ that you B now lie between that

family and]|

guest. hat land?} : saw him; tell me o day and this. . ..

what he wore.




|
He had a purp]c cloak, lined with ﬂccce, But t]‘lcn, I don’t know if he lxroughit Great queen, no bed

cloul)le thicl-z. Tl‘lere was a lJrO()C]‘l upon it, t]lcsc t11i11gs {rom ltllaca or if some,

Come, maids!
Bathe this man and
make a soft bed of

sheepskins for him

here })y the five.

for me. I've not had one
since the day I sailed

wondrous wor ’mansllip—a hound pinning lord gdave them to him as a guest gir"t.
: off and saw the moun-

a fawn, all in go]cl. And a fine, close-fitting

tunic, marve]ously soft. tains of Crete shrink-

) 5 e ing behind me. And no
won my thanks. g
[ put j,tllat tunic |

an(l ClOaIQ on

bhathing cither, not even
a footbath — none of
these maids should

touch my feet.

and fastened it
with that pin.

Never l)cfore (lld a man sO lmml)le (’Ill(l \\'e”

Unless, per]mps, there is one as old

: and withered as mysel{, who has lived spoken come to l)cg at my house. | have just

| through suffering as [ have. I would
not mind letting my feet be touched

SllCl‘l an Old maidservant— Sllc nursecl my

l‘lusband Wl‘lel‘l }1e was a l)aLy

3 },\ that old servant. Euryc]eia,
But lady, you do not need to stain vour — 1 heard this froflihe lzing come here
cheeks any longer with tears. I have some- of the Tllesprotans, whoy Give our
thing else to tell you. had sent him o1 his way in | guest a

a good ship. Tle man had |

been lost at sealor years,

Your husband

is on his way,

footbath.

because his crev devoured
the cattle of Heios, and
so Zeus destroyd his ship
and stranded hin. But

he escaped and nade his

near at hand.

way back hers, SECGEE Stranger, of all the travelers wha've

treasure as he cme. | got come to our cloor, none was so
here first only beause

Oclysscus had gne to

consult the orac.

l'ﬂ\lCI) lilze our master O(lySSCllS.

I've heard it said
before that he and 1

are almost alike in

build and feature.

If only what you say could

prove truc, you woul(l L’.IIOW

my gratil‘ude and any man
would count you blessed. But
it will never be. We have no

master here to furnish a ship
and send you on your way

with rich gi[ts, no man like

Oclysseus.




Shh!will you Lleslrny me, old

pe
nurse? NO one can L])()W ()[

You know me — my blood and bor

are yours. | will never l)etray you.

my return, until [ have killed

all who dishonor my house.

Goo(l, llmu_;fll [ have seen th
for mysc”. But for now, trust in

the gmls and l:ccp silent.

Listen, stanger,
[ have one more
question. Can
you interpret

this dream?

When vou have killed the
suitors, | can tell you which
of the maids are ]oya' and

which should be killed.




From a ]aL*e, twenty fat geese come to feed

beside my house. But then a great mountain

eagle SWOOpS down and breaks their ncclas,

every one. He flies away, and [ weep over the

slauglltcr. But then he returns and pCrCIlCS on

the roofbeam. He spcales and says “Be glad.

Those geese were your suitors, and | am your

]mslmn(l, returned to l)ring death to them all.”

Li\(ly, IIO\\' can you

read th

is dream any

other way? Qd
himself told you

what it means.

No, it's a false lmpc that this
dream comes from honest
horn. The day I dread is upon
me; [ must leave O

house with a new husband.

Listen,
here is what
Il do: Il
declare a

contest.

We have twelve axheads in
the storeroom. My hushand
used to line them up, a“
lwe]vc, at intervals like a
ship’s ribbing. Then he'd
take his great bow, stand
back, and whip an arrow

th rougll all twelve.

I\l‘l, but not all dreams
are true. There are two
gates 1)y which a dream
may enter: one of shining
ivory, one of plain horn.
The dreams from the

v gate are glinnmering
illusions that signiify
nothing. But thosie from
the horn gale can come

true — il onl_v we know
which is which!

‘omorrow I'll pose tthis
c m”enge to the suittors and
marry the one who succeeds
in stringing the bowr and
putting an arrow tl-m'ough
the axheads — whocever he

(&N

Book 20 — Signs and Visions

Still awake? What Another man would put his

troubles yuu? trust in some mortal, but not
vou; no, even
The odds are strong with a god as
against us. But more your guar(lian,
than that — after the
suitors are killed, what
then? Their kin will

come for revenge too.

still you mistrust

cverytlling.

Let me make it plain, then: even

it fifty such bands of men crowded

| around you, screaming for your

HO() , you \V(Jlll(] emerge victorious.

Now, rest.



He carries himself like
a captain, but the gods
can (lrag down even

the best of men.

Are you still here? Get
out — your l)egging

nauseates everyone!

Sir, you seem to be no fool, no coward
cither. So I'll tell you tru]y: I swear l)y
Zeus above, Opysseus will return — and

you'” be here to see it, if vou care to.

N

»

[ pray the

heavens ]Jring it
all to pass as you
say. Then you'd
see the fig}xt

that's in me!

Who's tllis, Eumaeus? An

Aclmean, (lO\VI] on I'IIS lllCL‘?

Welcome, sir. May good luck lie ahead for vou.
You remind me of my old master, the lard of
this house. He may be wearing rags too, now,
if he hasn’t gone down to the house of Death.

How I wish he'd return and show these arrogant

jacks a thing or two!




Sit here, sir. Eat your
{ill with us. I'll let no

man lmrm you.

Friends, I have a fine

gi{t for the l)cggar!

Ctessipus, try that again

and you'" find my spear

in your fat stomach!

Poor doomed men! Can't
you see what the gu(ls have
in store for you? This hall
is filled a]ready with the

shades of the dead!
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